
HUGH & LITTLE JOHNS' POINT CULVER TRIP, 3 – 7 JULY 2017 

During discussions around the camp fire about world peace and thermonuclear war, 

there was expressed some interest in a winter trip to reach Point Culver via 

Balladonia and return via Israelite Bay and Esperance. 

The original starters were to be myself in my 2A GS 109, Gary, Little John and 

perhaps Big John in Perenties. But Gary had been offered a part in the ballet, 

playing the Sugar Plump Fairy in Swamp Lake and wouldn’t come. Actually he was 

at deaths door.  Big John had work commitments so only Little John and I were left. 

As John wanted to be back by Friday night we had some ground to cover as I 

planned to get to a good camping spot in the vicinity of Point Culver by Tuesday 

afternoon. The distance to this spot was 980km. Three days would have been better 

i.e. a camp about 80km after Balladonia. Anyway it meant getting close to Norseman 

before camping on the Monday evening.  

On the weekend before leaving, a compression test indicated the series 2A had a 

failing head gasket (120, 120, 60, 60). As I had a reconditioned cylinder head in 

stores I put that on but it would mean re torqueing the head somewhere on the track. 

MONDAY 3 JULY 

I left home at 0545 and headed for the Brookton Highway. It was 8⁰ when I left but 

the temperature steadily dropped until it was 1.9⁰ just before Brookton. I got to 

Brookton right on 0800 and found John already there. We pushed on to Hyden and 

entered thick fog that finally lifted at Kondinin. Hyden appeared to have had a lot of 

rain but the Norseman road was still open. The road was a bit wet up to the 

Forrestania road but after that it was dry. We pressed on until 1530 when we 

camped off the 

road in woodland 

about 15km from 

Norseman. 

There was plenty 

of firewood and the 

weather was fine 

and clear. It was a 

cold evening and 

we went to bed 

early. There was a 

short sharp shower 

during the night 

and I felt the cold 

in the hours before 

dawn. 



 

TUESDAY 4 JULY. 

We were on the road by 0800 and reached Norseman at 0830. We fuelled up and 

were back on the road by 0900. It was an uneventful trip to Balladonia which we 

reached at 1115. We topped up tanks here and had some lunch and left at 1200. 

The turn off along the Eyre Highway is approximately 59km after Balladonia and is 

marked with a drum at the side of the road. The track follows a broken fence line 

south for 19km then winds its way south east for another 40km before turning south 

for a further 6km. The going was slow as the track was deeply rutted with plenty of 

tree roots. It appeared that a vehicle has passed recently as there were fresh marks 

where a diff had dragged in places. When we reached a point according to the GPS 

that was about 400m from the junction of the cliff top track to Caiguna, we stopped to 

cut some firewood as there would be none past this point. While we were doing that 

John found he had a tyre going down so we put on my bonnet mounted spare as it 

was convenient. We continued to the track junction and turned right. The track 

follows behind the cliffs for about 8km where there is a magnificent view of the 

southern ocean and the empty coast turning south as far as the eye can see. The 

track then descends the cliffs which have now turned inland and become an 

escarpment. The track down is steep and lined with conveyor belt causing the tyres 

to squeal as we descended. Just past the foot of the escarpment the track divides, 

one goes down to the beach, the other to Israelite Bay just on 100km to the south. At 

this point there is a grove of trees and reasonably flat ground making a good 

camping spot with a view of the ocean.

 



It was 1600 and we had reached our planned night location. The weather was 

perfect with just a slight off shore breeze. As there was a 1m high tide at 0900 on 

Wednesday, the beach was not going to be accessible to drive on until after lunch so 

we had no hurry to pack up in the morning. That night we saw the lights of a fishing 

boat on the horizon but no other signs of human life. 

WEDNESDAY 5 JULY 

While having breakfast we watched a whale making his way down the coast, 

frequently coming to the surface. We could also see the fishing boat in the same 

position on the horizon. After breakfast John and I walked the 800m down to the 

beach. It’s a wild and lonely place with just the roar of the waves crashing onto the 

beach. Point Culver, and the start of the cliffs on the Great Australian Bight look 

close, but they are actually 7.5 km to the east. We found a track that heads towards 

the cliffs behind the dunes and decided to follow it after we had done some vehicle 

maintenance. 

We fixed John’s tyre which had a split tube and I tightened down my cylinder head. 

Then we packed up and headed along the track to the cliffs. This track is tortuous, 

winding around and over dunes. Gradually the dunes got steeper till we could no 

longer surmount them. We dropped our tyre pressures to 20psi and struggled on. 

Going down the side of a particularly steep dune I had an ominous feeling that we 

would not be able to get back without a lot of hard winching. We were getting close 

to the cliffs but it was slow hard work. John took another route around a dune and 

got in front of me. His Perentie got over a dune but I was not able to, no matter how 

hard I tried – and it was not as steep as those we had already come down behind us. 

At this point I saw a possible way to the beach and took it. I realised this was the 

only way back anyway. The sand was soft and the engine had to work hard but I met 

John where the track entered the beach. 

 



Point Culver was just a short walk away and looked magnificent.

 

 

We poked around the rocks for a while and could get to a point where we could see 

the cliffs all the way to the horizon. 



 

Then we headed back along the coast which was a lot easier but the engine 

temperatures did rise. The GPS was able to tell me when to get back onto the track 

to our campsite. We headed off for Israelite Bay following the track which goes about 

4km inland to avoid the massive and spectacular Bilbunya dunes which shine like 

pure white pyramids. Regrowth after a fire meant that the track was like driving down 

a narrow tunnel. The track eventually reaches a long salt lake and follows its 

seaward edge. The last of the original overland telegraph poles can be seen here 

still standing in a row. This is also the last good chance to collect firewood and we 

spent 20 minutes cutting up a dead tree. 

The afternoon was advancing; the trip to Point Culver had taken much longer than I 

had anticipated and there was little chance of getting to Israelite bay tonight. 

Although the track we were on would take us there, it is usually best to take to the 

beach after Wattle Camp.  Wattle Camp is a clump of smaller dunes and a shallow 

well dug in the 1800’s and is the halfway point to Israelite bay. After this point the 

inland track encounters many salt lakes which after rain can become inundated, plus 

there are also a lot of limestone sections. Taking to the beach is the better option as 

the north-south coastline has wide beaches of hard sand and no dunes to prevent 

escape. The problem is tides. The tide was now low but coming in. However on 

Thursday another king tide was due at 0930, so there would be no beach to drive on 

in the morning. Fortunately, about 20km from the Israelite Bay end, another track 

starts immediately behind the high tide mark; if we could reach there by the end of 

the day we had nothing to worry about. If we couldn’t we would be trapped until the 

tide went out. 



We got to Wattle Camp and turned toward the sea. The beach was wide and empty 

and at first we made fast progress that gave me hope we might get to the rocks at 

the end of the beach. But then frequent runnels in the sand slowed us up, then weed 

began to become a problem, then the incoming tide reduced our options, but still we 

plugged steadily on south. At about 1700 John called up to say he had a flat tyre, so 

that looked like as far as we were going to get today. 

 

 



So with both tide and darkness inexorably advancing, we changed the tyre. I kept 

Johns spirits up by advising him on the risks present: losing his Perentie to the sea; 

jack slipping in the sand; white pointers; whales; U-boats; hypothermia etc. but he 

was only mildly stressed. The tide does move fast on the flat beach though. When 

mobile again we made a lonely and desolate camp above the high tide mark. We lit a 

fire and I put a shelter up and then we became aware of a menacing bank of cloud 

on the western horizon. I walked 20m inland and was relieved to find the track was 

there, so we had a means of escape in the morning. I had intended having a swim 

but the air was freezing so I changed my mind. Then again, the moon was bright and 

the fire was hot so I went in. The southern ocean was absolutely freezing at first 

under the moon - and it stayed that way, so I did not linger as it was a painful 

exercise. We had just finished cooking when the wind whipped up and blew my 

shelter down, then the rain came, not heavy, just freezing squalls. The heat from the 

fire was going somewhere, just not near us, so once again the best place was in 

bed. I slept in the back of the land rover listening to the sea literally on our doorstep 

and the rain lashing the roof. 

 

THURSDAY 6 JULY 

 

I was up before dawn in a break in the rain. All our firewood was gone so I cooked 

breakfast with a gas stove. There can’t be many places in WA where you can watch 

the sun come up out of the ocean. It was still 3 hours to high tide and already there 

was no beach left. 

 



We repaired John’s tyre which had a huge tear in the tube but it was very cold on our 

hands. This is becoming all too common; all my flats in recent years have been tube 

failures. Is it tube quality or roughness inside the tyre, or both? My tyre levers went 

unused for decades now they are worn shiny. 

 

 



It was an hour’s drive through the rain to Israelite Bay. We visited the linesmen’s 

graves and checked out the beach then went to the Telegraph Station ruins. 

 

We were impressed with such a well-made building in so isolated a place. Then it 

was time to head for Esperance on the Fisheries “Road”. We left the bay at 1030 but 

not before stopping at the tip which was disappointing – it was full of rubbish. The 

track out of the bay follows the edge of Lake Daringdella, which in the dry is the fast 

and smooth way to go. When it has been wet, the salt water encroaches on the track 

– or tracks – there’s lots of them, so there is an alternative track up high away from 

the lake. It’s slow and sandy but dry. But after 7km the track dipped into a wide 

expanse of water that was deep blue and had waves on it. We now know this area 

had over 25mm of rain in the previous week but this inland sea was not expected. 

Both John and I stood there thinking our way home was barred then I remembered 

seeing a track off to the left. This led down to the end of Lake Daringdella and the 

Fisheries Road; the flooded track went to Mt Ragged.  

The next 4 hours were through waterlogged sand (?) and deep waterholes in the 

dips in the ground. Fortunately nearly all the deep water holes had hard surfaces. 

But I had never seen so much water and all too often it got into my ignition.  

Squalls of rain were still passing over and I got a flat tyre then John did. John was 

ahead of me and I saw his Perentie really struggling through one deep hole so I 

knew I was up for trouble. I ended up with one cylinder firing and was just able to get 

through. Finally at 1400 we saw the row of pine trees that mark the start of the 

agricultural lands and the gravel road. 

 



 

It was two hours through rain and cold to Esperance where we stopped to fuel up. A 

few things happened at once here at the servo: a group of girls wanted to know 

about the vehicles; a bloke wandered up and said he owned two ex-army 2A’s and 

lots of civvy ones- so there was multiple conversations going; I was filling my left 

hand tank which was a 65 litre tank purchased in Cairns 35 years ago and which 



replaced the original 10 gallon tank. As we were talking and the bloke recognised 

John from Arms and Armour, I realised I had passed 65 litres. When I passed 70 

litres I was looking nervously under the vehicle for petrol to be leaking from some 

orifice. When I passed 80 litres enough was enough, the bowser must be selling 

short litres. Anyway John had got a lead on tubes from this bloke so we headed over 

to a tyre place that was still open. They had tubes for $22 each and they seemed 

good quality. At that price we each bought two. But they took exception to my 

wearing shorts in the frigid temperatures. Then off into the rain and cold to get an 

hour and half up the road to Perth. Taking the Cascades road meant we would be in 

an area rich with isolated camping places and would shorten the next day’s drive. It 

soon got dark and I intended pulling up at about 1830. 

Meanwhile I pondered the conundrum of 80+ litres into a 65 litre tank. Then it 

occurred to me of recent work I had done on that tank. When purchased, the tank 

had no sender or outlet elbow so I had used the 10 gallon ones. For the outlet elbow 

I had fitted a bit of hose cut to a length so it would bend along the bottom of the tank. 

Well I thought it did. Three weeks ago I purchased a gauze filter for both tanks from 

a bloke in England who was making them. For the 65 litre tank I had finally got 

around to soldering a copper extension cut to the exact length. So it would appear I 

always had an 85 litre tank but have only been able to use 65 litres from it for the 

past 3 decades. Those extra 20 litres makes all the difference; I was carrying 3 jerry 

cans of fuel but did not need to use them. 

After an hour the rain stopped which was good as we were back on gravel but I was 

very cold. We pulled up 140 km out of Esperance and camped well off the road in a 

gravel pit. We hunted around for Mallee roots and soon got a hot fire going and 

cooked a latish dinner and then relaxed around the fire. Like the previous nights 

though, the cold drove us to bed; the Cascade country is low Mallee scrub and does 

not provide much shelter from the wind. 

FRIDAY 7 JULY 

I was up before sunrise and collected some Mallee roots for the home fire. Then we 

had breakfast using up all the remaining eggs and bacon. The rain appeared to have 

gone and it was a fine day. We got onto the track by 0800 and headed for Lake King 

100km away. Just before we reached the sealed road the rain came again. We 

reached Lake Grace at 1130 and after a feed John headed north to Kulin and 

Brookton and I headed west to Perth via Narrogin. I arrived home at 1700. Total 

distance travelled was 2013 km. 

John got home safely but ended up with a total of 7 punctures. 

Author…..Hugh Tomlinson 


